THE SECOND NIGHT

Men in that old melodrama he had acted so often in the
toy-theatre of his childhood.

They stood there listening in a moon-drenched silence
so absolute that they seemed to hear the white dust the
cars had stirred up falling back upon the rocky scrub of
the undulating country to right and left of the road.

Milton came up to Waterlow.

"Skipper," he whispered in hoarse emotion as he
clutched his hand. " In case this is good-bye. I'll do my
best. Skipper. But if they get me, you'll know that
Milton died game. God bless you, Skipper."

He pulled out a musky handkerchief and smeared with
tears the dust on his cheeks, as with shaking head and
heaving shoulders he pounded manfully on toward the first
car. The Lancia was so full now that, though the metal
of the road was much broken up they bumped less than
before. Waterlow was wedged between Spiro and Vassili
on the back seat. Crowder was sitting beside the chauffeur.
The first car turned round the bend by the copse. The
Lancia drew up. Suddenly there were challenging shouts
ahead ; but no sound of a shot.

" Out we get," Waterlow whispered. Spiro, Vassili,
Stavro and he jumped from the Lancia and flung themselves
down among the aromatic scrub of the hillside. The car
drove on. There were more challenging shouts; and
after about five minutes of excited babble both cars came
backing slowly along the road with half a dozen stunted
figures in uniform clinging to each of them like so many
monkeys. It had fallen out as Waterlow had hoped. The
hard-walked police did not intend to lose the chance of
a ride back to the city. The jabbering grew gradually
fainter. Then they heard the grinding of the gears as
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